














Wandering Wilbur 


Wilbur was forever wandering. If 
the boys were playing together, he would 
wander off and play by himself. If the class 
was having a study period, the teacher 
would be likely to look up any time and 
see Wilbur wandering out the door—and 
have to call him back. 

Then one day all the children went for 
a walk. Parents drove them in cars several 
miles to where the road crossed a river. 
Mr. Mathers, who was in charge, lined 
them up and counted them. There were ex- 
actly twenty-five. “We’re going to walk up 
the river,” he explained. “After a mile or 
two we'll cross over and return on the 
other side. When we arrive back here, 
we'll have a picnic supper. Remember,” 
he concluded, “‘we must all stay together.” 

So up the river they hiked, and had a 
perfectly marvelous time, especially cross- 
ing the river, for there was no bridge there. 
It was late in the afternoon before they 
got back to the cars and opened up the 
lunch baskets. 

“Before you eat,” said Mr. Mathers, “we 
must count you all. Is everybody here?” 

There were only twenty-four. “Who’s 
missing?” he asked. ‘Ronnie, are you here?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“David?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Wilbur?” No answer. “Wilbur? Has 
anyone seen Wilbur?” 

“Mr. Mathers,” said George. “I saw Wil- 
bur up where we crossed the river. He 
said he had seen a bird’s nest and wanted 
to get a closer look.” 

“So that’s it,” said Mr. Mathers, a grim 
look appearing on his face. “Wilbur has 
been wandering again. Get on with your 
lunch, children. I'll go up the river and 
look for him.” 

As the children began to eat, Mr. Mathers 
walked up the river to a bend beyond which 
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he could see a long way. But there was no 
sign of Wilbur. What he did notice was 
that the sun was nearly on the horizon. 
“That naughty boy,” he muttered. “Wait 
till I get hold of him!” 

When he returned to the picnickers, he 
was besieged with questions. “Did you find 
him, Mr. Mathers?” George wanted to 
know. “Do you think he’ll be all right?” 
asked Alice. “Could he have hurt himself?” 
said Roy. 


“I don’t know,” said Mr. Mathers. os | 


up your things as quickly as possible, an 
we'll take you home.” 

“But you aren’t going to leave Wilbur 
behind are you?” said George anxiously. 

“Wilbur will have to look after himself 
for a while,” said Mr. Mathers. “We can’t 
have all of you staying out here all night. 
I'll return later and look for him.” 

“But don’t you think we ought to pray 
for him?” said Alice. 

So they prayed, and got into the cars 
and headed for home. 

When they had gone about two miles, 
there went up a great cry in the car Mr. 
Mathers was driving. “There’s Wilbur!” 
Sure enough, trudging along by the side of 
the road was a forlorn little boy with his 
hands deep in his pockets. 

“What happened to you?” the children 
demanded as he got into the car. 

“Well, I went over to see this bird’s 
nest, and when I looked around, you were 
gone. Then I must have taken the wrong 
direction, for I found myself out on a road. 
I recognized it, and started for home. Guess 
I must have walked three miles already, 
and it’s another two miles home. It was 
such a long way, and I’m so hungry. Did 
you eat?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Mathers. “The food’s all 
gone.” 

“But I saved you half an apple,” said 
George. “Here, take it.” 

“And I saved you a banana,’ 
pulling it from his pocket. 

Did Mr. Mathers scold Wilbur? No. He 
was too relieved to see him safely back. 
And it was all right. That long, lonely walk 
was all Wilbur needed. He never wandered 
again. 


said Roy, 


Your friend, 


a Waxwrel 
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What happened 
when Senor Gomez 
dreamed of 





A Piece of Blue Paper 


By BARBARA WESTPHAL 


| WILL get even! I'll make them pay for 
their crime!” 

Thus spoke Sefior Gomez when he 
heard that his brother had been killed by 
bandits. 

Seftor Gomez lived in Chiapas, Mexico, 
in a part of the country where men too 
often killed their enemies and where police 
officers seldom appeared. So Sefior Gomez’s 
first thought was to kill the man who had 
killed his brother. But as the days went by 
a gentle voice seemed to speak to his heart: 
““Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the 


Lord.’ God judges man and God will pun- 
ish. It is not for you to commit another 
crime in order to get even. Be patient, and 
God will see that justice is done.” 

So as time passed, Sefior Gomez changed 
his mind completely. He decided to leave 
that rough section of the country and move 
his family into a town where his children 
would grow up to be good citizens of 
Mexico. He sold his hundreds of cattle and 
his many acres of mountain pasture. In the 
town of Tuxtla he bought trucks and built 
up a good business. To page 16 


The girl at the door handed Senor Gomez a piece of blue paper, just as he had dreamed she would. 
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It had lain in the 
abandoned house 
for ten years. 


THE 
EMERALD 
RING 


OBBY sat at the table in the kitchen listen- 

ing to his mother and dad in the next 

room. The freckles across his nose crinkled 
into a deep frown. 

“I don’t know, Mother. You see, there isn’t 
any more money—not for shoes for Bobby, 
not for food, not for anything!” 

“But your work in the garage——” 

“There isn’t any work right now, honey,” 
Mr. Andrews continued. “Not a car to be 
fixed. This is such a small town. Perhaps I'll 
give up the garage and get work in the city.” 

Bobby sat tense and alert. He looked down 
at the half-full bowl of oatmeal, and it struck 
him suddenly that he had watched his mother 
empty the cereal box just a few minutes be- 
fore. Maybe there wouldn’t be any breakfast 
in the morning! 

He tangled his fingers in his red hair as 
a wordless prayer formed in his heart. If only 
God could somehow make it possible for him 
to help! Even though he was but eight years 
old, he had learned long ago that Jesus loved 
him enough to die for his sins. Surely, then, 
He loved him and his family enough to help 
them now! 

Four days passed and things were pretty 
much the same. Bobby’s father spent his days 
in the city, hoping to find work, and the 


SWINFORD 


garage was all but closed. 
Time after time Bobby saw 
his mother sitting quietly 
with her head bowed in 
prayer. 

Much of the time now his 
stomach cried out in hunger. 
There hadn’t been any fresh 
fruit in the house for days, 
and very little of anything 
else. 

One afternoon Jack and 
Paul, two of Bobby's best 
friends, came by to play. 
Quickly they headed for the 
open fields. 

“I tagged you, Bobby!” Paul 
cried suddenly, his dark eyes 
flashing. “Bet you can’t get 
me!” 

And the race was on. The 
boys’ strong legs carried them 
swiftly over the rolling fields, 
their hair flying and their 
hearts beating madly. The game lasted for 
perhaps a half hour and finally they flung 
themselves to the ground, laughing and 
breathless. 

Jack caught his breath, then pointed to a 
sagging, weatherbeaten old house some dis- 
tance away. “Let’s go through the old Hen- 
shaw place before we go home. They're 
going to tear it down before long.” 

Paul wrinkled his nose. “We've been 
through it a dozen times!” He stood to his 
feet with his friends. “Oh, well, come on. 
Then I've got to go home!” 

It was ten minutes before they walked 
under the sagging roof. The door stood 
half open with the bottom hinge missing. 
Inside was a shambles. No one had lived 
in the house for ten years, and termites 
had eaten away part of the floor. An old 
table lay on its side and two broken chairs 
were scattered over the kitchen. In the cor- 
ner a black, pot-bellied stove still stood, one 
of its legs through the rotten floor. 

“Let's look in the other rooms,” Jack 
suggested, and he and Paul disappeared. 

Bobby touched the stove and brought his 
hands away black with old soot. Where the 
leg went through the floor, he saw some- 
thing small and shiny. For a second he 
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thought he would not even investigate. The 
boys had been here so many times there 
couldn’t be anything they had overlooked. 
Curiosity overcame him, however, and he 
wriggled his fingers through the hole and 
caught the object. When he brought it to 
light he was surprised to see a glittering 
gold band with a dingy green piece of 
glass in it, caked with mud. He shrugged 
indifferently and thrust it into his pocket. 

Suddenly Paul burst from the other 
room. “Hey, it’s nearly dark! I’ve got to 
get home!” 

When they realized that night was in- 
deed coming on, the ring was forgotten and 
the boys made a dash over the field. 

Mr. Andrews was home when Bobby en- 
tered the apartment. “Where have you 
been, son? It’s dark.” 

Bobby took off his jacket slowly. “I know, 
Dad, and I’m sorry. Paul and Jack came 
and we went outside to play. Guess we 
forgot about the time, because we were 
clear over at the old Henshaw place.” 

“Don’t wander so far away, Bobby,” Mr. 
Andrews said gently. “Besides, there’s noth- 
ing there any more.” 





“O.K., Dad.” Then he re- 
membered, and pulled the 
ring from his pocket. “I did 
find this, though.” 

His father frowned as he 
took it in his hand. “Why, 
Bobby, that—that almost looks like a good 
ring! Let me take it over to the light.” He 
studied it carefully for several minutes, then 
turned to Mrs. Andrews. “Honey, can you 
hold up dinner for about fifteen minutes?” 

She looked ruefully at the small pot of 
stew on the stove. “Of course, dear.” 

It was more than fifteen minutes before 
Mr. Andrews returned. From the smile he 
was wearing, they knew he had good news. 

“Bobby, that wasn’t green glass—that was 
a real emerald ring!” He waited for them 
to gasp before he continued. “I took it to 
Mr. Black, the jeweler, and he said it was 
worth sixty dollars easily, and then he 
could sell it for a little more. Well, I took 
it to the police at the station first, and they 
talked it over. You remember old Mr. Hen- 
shaw lived in that house all alone—and 
died there. Apparently it was his, but if 

To page 22 





Where the leg of the stove had broken through the floor, Jack saw some- 











thing shiny. He was sure it was nothing valuable—till he looked again! 











Mother was too smart 
to be fooled 
by the 


cussed were not improved 
wages and shorter working 
hours exactly; the important 
topic was the grave injustice 

famous jam-making 


against them. 


their 
mother had brought to bear 


CAMOUFLAGE 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 


| we day was hot and sticky and dusty, and 
certainly good for nothing but swimming 
and lazing around. How on earth Mrs. Bur- 
ton could think of asking boys to pick rasp- 
berries on such an afternoon was more than 
her four husky sons could understand. 

Mrs. Burton was the best maker of rasp- 
berry and strawberry jam in seven counties, 
the housewives in the village of Compton 
claimed, and that was really praising Mrs. 
Burton, for the rest of the women, almost 
without exception, were also excellent jam 
makers. 

On this particular Thursday Mrs. Burton 
had been given an order for homemade rasp- 
berry jam by some friends of the Applebys, 
who had made the trip from “back East” 
a month ago, and were now ready to depart 
and wished to take with them two dozen 
jelly jars filled with Mother’s jam. Mrs. Bur- 
ton was proud of that order, and the boys 
would have been also, if they had not had 
to perspire over prickly berry canes on such 
an afternoon. 

Armed with the two large buckets and 
four very bad tempers, Bill, Tom, Ted, and 
Sam set out through the south pasture to the 
berry patch. When they arrived they sat to- 
gether a moment to have what Bill called a 
“union meeting.” The things that they dis- 
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When Tom had heard all 
the complaints, he said sleep- 
ily, “Now, if you fellows 
will just stop your noise a 
minute, I think I can put 
before the union a very ac- 
ceptable proposition. Before 
you have time to interrupt, 
here it is. Look at all those 
strawberries waiting to be 
picked. How much easier it 
is to pick them than it is to 
get pricked with raspberry 
stickers every two minutes. 
We can pick them much 
faster than raspberries. We 
could fill the buckets with 
three parts strawberries and 
one part raspberries, and in 
no time we could have the 
buckets back to the house and be gone to 
the swimming hole before Mother had a 
chance to check the contents.” 

Ted and Sam sat up straight and 
weighed the suggestion carefully. They 
weren't sure whether they could trust Tom. 
He had good ideas, but he also had the bad 
habit of running the four of them into un- 
pleasant difficulties with his splendid ideas. 
Sam chewed a stalk of dried grass and con- 
sidered. 

“What will’ happen when Mother finds 
they’re the wrong berries?” he questioned, 
hoping all the time that Tom would find a 
suitable answer. 

“Well,” said Tom, “the people are in a 
hurry for the jam. Mother always says the 
proof of a good cook is that she can ‘make 
do’ and produce delicious things with the 
ingredients she has on hand. If she digs 
down a little in the raspberries and finds 
strawberries, I am sure she will prove her- 
self and make strawberry jam. She will say, 
‘The poor boys were hot, and it really was 
asking too much of them on such an un- 
comfortable day.’” 

There was a very convincing air about 
Tom, and even though in the back of your 
mind you knew he was setting you on the 
wrong course, you felt you had to go along 
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with his idea, and that it would come out 
all right in the end. 

It didn’t take as long as the four ex- 
pected to pick enough strawberries to make 
the buckets three parts full of them. But 
then there was the raspberry camouflage to 
take care of, and that was something else 
again. 




















Right away Sam put his 
hand under some leaves 
without watching what he 
was doing and collided with 
an angry bee, which stung 
him fiercely. 

The berries dribbled from the vines to 
the cups and from the cups to the buckets. 
It was a slow, prickly operation, and as the 
minutes passed and the sun grew more 
merciless, the boys’ pace slackened. 

At last Tom said, “Let’s hit the trail for 
home. But first, smear your face well with 
raspberry juice and dust, in case we see 
Mother, and stick a couple of leaves in 
your hair, so she will feel we really have 
been hard at work on the raspberries.” 
When Tom was satisfied with. the deceit, 
the boys took up the buckets and headed 
back over the south pasture. 

The four hid behind the barn until they 
were sure Mother had gone to take in the 
clothes from the line on the other side of 
the house. Then they made one rush to the 
back porch, deposited the buckets, and 
dashed away to the swimming hole at the 
creek. Their conscience stirred within 
them, but who cared! The water was clear 
and cool. 

Mrs. Burton took the clothes to the 
bench on the back porch where she usually 
sprinkled them for ironing. With her arms 
full, she almost stumbled over the buckets 
standing dangerously close to the door. Her 
eyes popped with surprise. How could the 
boys have gathered so many raspberries so 
fast on this uncomfortable day? She was 
really pleased with them. “Good boys,” she 
murmured. “I shall bake them an angel- 
food cake for supper. They deserve some 
special reward.” 

Before she took another look at the buck- 
ets, she set to work on the cake. When it 
was safely in the oven, she turned her at- 
tention to the berries. Into the carefully 
cleaned sink she ran water, then poured 
in some of the berries. It wasn’t long before 
the raspberries turned mystericusly into 
strawberries. 

Mrs. Burton’s lips had a way of pressing 
close together when she wasn’t very 
pleased, and now they pressed very close 
together indeed. She put down that bucket 


No one seemed anxious to be first into the 
house, for they didn’t know what Mother 
would say. Finally Ted pushed Sam in, and 
the others followed fearfully behind him. 
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and tried the second, hoping it would con- 
tain only raspberries. But her heart sank 
as she saw what came out. She remembered 
that the Applebys’ friends were leaving 
tomorrow. She wondered if she could ‘make 
do’ with strawberry jam. But no, the order 





God Wants Happiness 
By WALLACE A. ELY 


I went to walk alone 
Where God had made a wood. 
I stopped and looked awhile 
And listened where | stood. 


I saw the sparkling brook; 
I heard the birds so gay; 

I saw and heard the squirrels 
That chattered in their play. 


A happy, pretty world 
Was all my eyes could see; 
And then | knew that God 
Wants happiness for me. 
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was definitely for raspberry. And raspberry 
jam it would have to be. 

She would go and pick the raspberries 
herself. No, that would not be right. She 
would do the mending now, instead of to- 
night, and as soon as the boys came home 
they could go back to the berry patch and 
perform their duties properly. 

It was much cooler for her to mend than 
to make jam, anyway, she smiled to herself, 
so out came the jeans. And she stopped 
the patching only when she heard the boys 
approaching an hour later. 

Bill whispered, “I smell cake. Doesn't 
Mom make the best cakes in seven coun- 
ties?” 
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“For supper, I hope,” returned Tom. 

No one seemed very anxious to be first 
at the door. Finally Ted pushed Sam and 
said, “You go first.” Sam doubled back and 
pushed Ted. “No, you!” But they need not 
have troubled about arranging the order of 
their approach. Mother was watching them 
all the time through the kitchen window, 
and was wondering just how they would 
account for their misdeeds when they got 
inside. 

Tom hung behind most of all. He hadn’t 
done enough planning about this awkward 
moment, and it seemed rather late now to 
begin any such plans. 

“You really picked the berries in record 
time,’ Mrs. Burton commented as_ the 
guilty quartet filed in, all red in the face, 
partly from the hot walk back from the 
creek and partly from some other reason. 

“It was awfully hot for picking berries,” 
Tom ventured, but his words sounded hol- 
low, even to himself. 

“It was much easier to pick strawberries, 
though,” Mother commented, not looking 
at anyone in particular, and yet seeming to 
look right through each soul at once. 

“The raspberries are such stickery things,” 
argued Sam. “I don’t see why those old 
people from back East had to have rasp- 
berry jam, anyway. I prefer strawberry any 
day. They don’t like boys, and they just 
wanted to make it as hard as possible for 
us. 

Mrs. Burton sighed. “I have to make the 
kind of jam the people want. Take the 
buckets and get moving, and don’t show 
your noses in that door until you have done 
what you should.” 

Ted edged close to his mother. He 
thought if anyone could get around her 
when she was displeased, it was he. “That 
cake smelled good, Mom,” he said in a 
crooning little voice. 

“Yes, come to think of it, it did,” she 
smiled, and then her face clouded; he was 
not going to trick her this time. “It so hap- 
pens that I baked it for you boys for supper 
when I thought you had done a wonderfully 
quick job with the berries. Now, of course, 
there can’t possibly be any cake for any of 
you. The people from back East will enjoy 
it with their last meal before they leave.” 

No one dared to protest at first, and then 
Bill said, “You mean we don’t get even one 
little piece for supper?” He was horrified. 

To page 16 

















PLANE A FOUR-FOOT 
STICK OF 3/4’X 3/4” 
WOOD TO A POINT, FROM 
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ROUND UPPER 6” FOR 
A HANDLE, LEAVING 


ABOUT 18” STILL SQUARE. 
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LORIDA Pathfinders never lag behind 

when there’s a camporee announced. 
There’s too much thrill of adventure and 
mystery of pioneering in it for them to 
want to stay at home. 

So it was that hundreds of Miami Path- 
finders left the city early one Friday not 
long ago and traveled by motorcade to 
Highland Hammock State Park, for a real 
camporee in the wilds. 

They passed through sections of the 
Everglades, a great swamp where live the 
last of the Seminole Indians. Then they 
went through vast areas devoted to farming 
and ranching. 

Finally they arrived at the park, and 
there, in the midst of palms, pines, and 
palmettos, far off the road, they pitched 
their tents. Herds of deer grazed on grassy 
plots nearby, and hundreds of tropical 
birds set up a chorus of protest at this in- 
vasion of their privacy. Grunts of alligators 
and croaks of frogs came from adjacent 
lakes and cypress swamps. 

Truly this was a place of adventure, and 
the Miami young people settled down to 
enjoy it to the full. 

Such was the thrill that even the Miami 
pastors, the older MV leaders, and the con- 
ference president himself, Elder H. H. 
Schmidt, had to get in on it. What a good 
time they had! 

Elder Wayne Foster, Florida Conference 
young people’s leader, was there to see 
that every Pathfinder got his share of ad- 
venture. Professor Horace Tuttle, from 
Tampa Junior Academy, had charge of the 
nature talks, and he had real live snakes, 
mounted moths and butterflies, and various 
animals for illustrations. 

Pictures on these pages depict some of 
the activities enjoyed by everyone present. 


1. The girls pitched their pup tents just the way 
they had been taught at their Pathfinder meetings. 


2. Across the clearing, on the edge of the jungle, 
boys put up their tents in rows facing the campfire. 


3. Sabbath afternoon, after rest period, all hiked 
along a trail that wound through thick undergrowth. 


4. The Pathfinders enjoyed watching Mr. Tuttle han- 
dling snakes, he seemed to have so much fun doing it. 


5. After the hike and nature talk, these girls were 
hungry. Chow call was made as picture was taken. 


6. Cooked on an open fire, spiced with wood smoke. 
What better food could an empty stomach ask for? 


7. After enjoying a hundred things not shown here, 
the Pathfinders broke camp and went home. 
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PHOTOS, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 





CAMPING 
BESIDE THE 
ALLIGATORS 


By CECIL COFFEY 
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HERS FOR KEEPS 
7 


By CAROLYN JO TOMBLINSON 


A PENNY for your thoughts,” teased 
Mrs. Jenson, noticing the wistful ex- 
pression on her daughter’s face. Kathy had 
been unusually quiet throughout the meal. 

“Oh, I was just thinking,” Kathy replied. 
“Mother, I do wish I could take lessons and 
learn to play the piano. Then I could play 
for Sabbath school and things like that, and 
it would be so much fun.” 

Mother and Daddy exchanged knowing 
glances, and after a moment Daddy spoke. 
“We'd like for you to take lessons, dear. 
But first of all you must have a piano to 
practice on, and I’m afraid we can’t get one 





















The doorbell rang and Kathy and Eddie al- 
most fell over each other trying to get 
to the door first to see who had come. 
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any time soon. Someday we are going to 
buy a piano, though, and you'll be able to 
take lessons then.” 

‘ The matter was dropped at that, and ap- 
parently dismissed from everyone’s mind— 
everyone’s, that is, but Kathy’s. Somehow 
she couldn’t forget about it. With every 
soup spoon and glass she dried, thoughts 
about a piano went round and round in her 
mind. Surely there must be a way for her to 
get a piano. No, Mother and Daddy couldn’t 
buy her one. And there wasn’t anything 
she, a mere child, could do. Or was there? 
Yes, she could pray. 

If Jesus wanted her to learn to play, He 
would help her to get a piano; for if no one 
else could help, surely He could. Hadn’t 
He promised that if we would ask with 
faith in His name, He would give? 

She thought about these things all eve- 
ning, even while she and Eddie, her little 
brother, were getting ready for bed. She was 
still thinking when they joined Mother and 
Daddy in the living room. This was the 
precious time of the day when the little 
family gathered for family worship. When 
the Sabbath school lesson had been studied 
and they were ready to kneel for prayer, 
Daddy looked at Kathy. “Will you lead us 
tonight, Kathy?” he asked. 

“Dear Jesus,” she began, “thank You for 
the many blessings You have given us. Be 
with Mother and Daddy in their work. Be 
with Eddie in his play and me in my school 
work and play. Bless the sick and be with 
all the missionaries and workers all over 
the world. Forgive us for all our sins. Be 
with all our loved ones and keep us safe 
through the night. And please, if it be Your 
will that I learn to play, help me to get a 
piano. For Jesus’ sake. Amen.” 

From that night on she never failed to 
ask Jesus to help her get a piano. Even 
though she received no immediate answer, 
her faith never wavered. ° 

One day when some friends were over 
visiting the Jensons, they talked to Mother 
and Daddy about a problem they had. “As 
you know,” they said, “we're moving to an- 
other city and we don’t want to take our 
piano with us. We've done our best to sell 
it, but haven’t been successful yet, so we 


Carolyn Jo Tomblinson was a student in Southwestern 
Junior College last year when she wrote this story for 
JUNIOR GUIDE. She is preparing to be a nurse because, 
= ay “I want to help others and be of service to the 
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were wondering if perhaps you'd be willing 
to keep it here in your home and use it un- 
til some interested buyer comes along.” 

Would they be willing? Why, wasn’t 
this the very thing Kathy had been praying 
for? “Certainly,” replied Daddy, “we'll be 
very glad to keep it for you. And we'll see 
that good care is taken of it.” 
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PALS 


By ETTA MAI SCOTT 


I have the cutest little dog, 
His coat is soft and brown, 

And from each side of his small head 
A long ear's hanging down. 


He has four swiftly running feet, 
A real wig-wagging tail, 

And though he buries all his bones, 
He finds them without fail. 


His eyes are black as fresh-mined coal, 
He's friendly as can be, 

And just because we're such good pals, 
He often kisses me. 








HARRY J. BAERG, ARTIST 
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To Kathy the news seemed almost too 
good to be true. And it was hard not to 
wonder whether the Hartleys were ever 
going to move, so she could begin taking 
lessons. But it was wonderful just to think 
about what pieces she would play, and how 
fast she would learn so she could soon be 
playing all their favorite hymns at family 
worship—and maybe even for Sabbath 
school. Yes, Kathy was a happy girl. 

“Now let’s see. If we put the divan here, 
then this chair will be able to go over 
there, then r 

“What are you doing, Mother?” inter- 
rupted Kathy as she came bounding up the 
steps and in the front door. 

“Oh, just rearranging the furniture a lit- 
tle.” 

“But why?” 

“Oh, you'll find out after a while,” was 
the only answer Kathy could get to her 
questionings. 

Buzz-z-z, buzz-z-z. Eddie and Kathy al- 
most knocked each other down trying to 
get to the door first. 

“Is this the Jenson residence?” ques- 
tioned the man at the door. 

“Yes, it is,’ Kathy replied curiously. 

“Bring it in, fellows. This is the place.” 

“Mother, Mother, come here quick! It’s 
the piano!” And Mother’s eyes twinkled 
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as she watched Kathy bounce up and down 
with joy. 

“It’s mine, and I can take lessons now, 
can’t I?” she cried, still not able to stand 
still a second. 

“Yes, you may take lessons now, but you 
must remember it’s not really our piano, 
dear. We have it only temporarily, until 
we can sell it for Mr. and Mrs. Hartley.” 

“But Jesus did answer my prayer even 
if it isn't for keeps, didn’t He, Mother?” 

“Yes, dear, I’m sure He did.” 

Never to be forgotten was the day Kathy 
took her first piano lesson. Mrs. Stone was a 
patient teacher and a very interesting one 
too. Kathy loved the pieces she was given. 
Even though they were very simple, they 
sounded lovely, she thought. 

All too soongthe disappointing day came 
when the piano was sold and taken away. 
With no piano to practice on, Kathy had to 
stop taking lessons, but that fact did not 
discourage her too much. In fact, she was 
quite cheerful, considering how much she 
missed the piano. Surely, now that she was 
doing so well, Jesus wouldn’t want her to 
give it all up, she reasoned. He had helped 
her to get started in the first place. And if 
He wanted her to continue, He would have 
a way. So once again she turned to Him in 
prayer. 
































| STAMP BIOGRAPHIES | 





Birth of a Flag 


ESOLVED, “that the Flag of the United 

States be 13 stripes alternate red and 
white, that the union be 13 stars white in 
a blue field.” 

It was the fourteenth of June in 1777. 
The men of Congress were proudly looking 
at a beautiful flag that had red and white 
stripes, as we see them today, and thirteen 








By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


stars in a circle. It was the first flag of the 
United States of America, and all hand- 
made. 

George Washington had headed the 
committee that had gone to see Betsy Ross 
about making the flag. It is said that they 
had thought of having six-pointed stars 
and that she persuaded them to change to 
the five-point. What a beautiful flag it 
must have been! 

Now in some reference books the ac- 
count begins, “As the story goes ” making 
it seem doubtful that Betsy Ross was the 
seamstress. However, it is fine to know that 
on the two-hundredth anniversary of this 
woman's birth, a beautiful three-cent stamp 
was issued by the United States Postal De- 
partment, showing Betsy Ross with the 
flag spread out for the committee to see. 
This was issued in 1952. It is a fine stamp 
to have in a collection. 











Days developed into weeks, and life 
went on much as usual. One day as Kathy’s 
father was sitting behind his desk in the 
hospital—for he was the business manager 
there—his secretary stepped in. 

“Mrs. Bryan in room 316 has requested 
that you come to see her,” she told him. 
“I've checked your appointment book and 
ou have nothing scheduled from three to 
four o'clock.” 

“Thank you, Miss Larson. Send a message 
that I'll be up to see her at three o'clock,” 
Mr. Jenson said. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Bryan. What can 
I do for you?” he greeted the patient at the 


appointed hour. She told him of a business 
problem she needed help with, and after he 
promised to do what he could about it, he 
visited awhile with her, for he could see 
she was lonely and seemed to enjoy hearing 
him tell of his children at home. Before he 
left, he promised to bring them to see her 
sometime. 

“We're going to go visiting at the hos- 
pital this afternoon,” announced Daddy at 
the dinner table one Sabbath. 

“Oh, boy! Who are we going to visit?” 
This came from Kathy who loved the trips 
to the hospital. Someday she hoped to be a 
nurse. To page 19 
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CONTRIBUTIONS WANTED 
FOR JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

Stories should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. 

Poems should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

Drawings should be on stiff paper or poster 
board. They may be drawn in black pencil, 
black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, or 
water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink. These don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on croquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

Photographs will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, “This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will be 
printed. If yours does not come out within 
six months, try again! But think what fun it 
will be to see your story or picture in print! 


A Piece of Blue Paper 
From page 3 


One night he had a dream, for the Spirit 
of God was still speaking to his heart. He 
saw someone come to his house and show 
him a beautiful Bible with gold-edged 
leaves. He was told that it contained a mes- 
sage from God for him. He was also given 
a little piece of blue paper. 
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“Wife,” he said next morning, “see if 
you can get me a Bible.” 

“A Bible! Oh, no! We can’t understand 
the Bible. You know they tell us at church 
we mustn't read it.” 

“But I want a Bible and I want to study 
it,” he insisted. 

“Why, I believe you are going to be a 
Protestant!” exclaimed his shocked wife. 
“It was bad enough when you were a 
drunkard and a gambler, but now if you 
are going to be a Protestant r 





His wife was of no help in finding x | 


Bible. But that very day a girl came to the 
house and handed Sefior Gomez a piece of 
blue paper. 

“Just what I was wanting!” he said hap- 
pily, snatching it from her. It was an in- 
vitation to an evening meeting. Remem- 
bering his dream, he insisted that his family 
go with him to the meeting, and there they 
heard many Bible truths. Later they bought 
a Bible—one with gold edges like the one 
in the dream. 

The Bible and the minister who spoke 
at the meetings led the family to a wonder- 
ful new life as they accepted all the teach- 
ings from God’s Word. Sefior Gomez is 
very thankful that God spoke to him, first 
in a still small voice when he was living in 
the country, and later through a dream 
when he was living in town. 





Raspberry Camouflage 
From page 8 


“There will be no supper for you, pe- 
riod,” Mrs. Burton announced. “Fill up on 
berries if you wish, but otherwise, go 
empty. Going empty makes boys remember 
an incident for a long time.” 

The boys gulped, but Mother’s lips were 
pressed very tightly together and they knew 
it was no use talking. 

They picked up the buckets and headed 
for the raspberry rows over past the south 
pasture. The day seemed hotter and stickier 
than ever. Tom put down the bucket he 
was Cafrying and said mournfully, “I wish 
Mom wasn’t such a famous jam maker.” 

“Just think!” wailed Bill. “If we hadn’t 
listened to you, we would have had all the 
berries picked by now, and we’d be down 
enjoying ourselves in the swimming hole 
right this minute.” 
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It was fun imagining he was chasing a bandit, 
till the horses ran away with him in the wagon! 





JOE'S WILD RIDE 


By JIM SCHERESKY 


| was having the most fun of his life 
swaying from side to side and pretending 
the wagon he was standing in was moving 
full speed ahead. He was chattering away 
to the two black horses hitched up front and 
was now urging them down the road in his 
world of make-believe, for he must hurry 
to catch the bandit Black Mike, who had 
just robbed him of his precious cargo and 
was trying to escape with it. Black Mike 
had a fancy buckboard and a team of very 
fine horses, but he had only this clumsy old 
wagon of Dad’s and two tired work horses 
to pull it. But he knew he could catch 
Black Mike; he just knew he could. 

Dad was inside the barn busily finishing 
the last of the grinding. Occasionally he 
glanced out at his son and noticed he was 
in the wagon. Since he had tied the reins 
himself he knew they were securely fastened, 
and he went on with his work, feeling sure 
that no harm could come to the boy. 

Soon tiring of just pretending to hold 
the reins, Joe yearned to have the real feel 
of them. He didn’t see any harm in untying 
the reins; after all, he had handled horses 
before. Even though he was only six years 
old, he had driven this tame team many times. 
Only yesterday he had hitched them to the 
hayrack all by himself. Joe liked to think of 
himself as a person who was able to do 
things by himself; and when he thought it 
was time to act, he did so. It would have 


Jim Scheresky was a student at Union College, Lincoln, 
Nebraska, when he wrote this story. He lives in Benedict, 
North Dakota. 


been wiser to ask Dad for permission to 
untie the reins, but Joe could see no pos- 
sible danger. “After all, I am six years old,” 
he reasoned. “I know how to handle horses, 
and if I make sure I do not give a sudden 
jerk on the reins or slap the horses, they 
will stand still.” 

He turned slowly around to see whether 
Father was watching, and at the same time 
edged over to the side of the box and ran 
his fingers over the knot. Father could not 
be seen anywhere. He turned back to study 
the knot of leather. It. came apart easily, 
much more so than he had expected. 

What goes on inside the mind of a small 
boy Joe’s age, no one older knows; but Joe 
was not able to keep still very long. Acci- 
dentally he let the rein slap one of the horses 
on the back. Immediately Daisy jumped, and 
this startled Topsy. Not knowing for sure 
whether they were supposed to go, the team 
waited, tense, but a shout of “whoa” from 
the frightened little boy confirmed their fears, 
and away they ran. 

Joe grabbed for the reins. But the horses 
were now running as fast as they could pull 
the shaky old wagon and Joe’s shouts and 
tugs were useless. Swerving to the left, he 
lost his grip on the reins and went sprawling 
against the side of the box. And the horses, 
without the pull of the bit in their mouths, 
surged ahead even faster. Joe heard Father 
shout and saw him run toward the wagon, 
but he was too late. The wagon roared past 
him. 

Joe finally reached the reins again and 
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pulled. The horses turned and galloped 
down a road toward a wheat field behind 
the trees. If ever they could go fast enough 
to catch Black Mike, they were going fast 
enough now. But Joe didn’t care. He had 
forgotten all about bandits and stolen car- 
goes. All he wanted now was to stop the 
horses, or at least hold on. Stopping them 
was impossible. Even holding on was as much 
as he had strength for. He put both reins into 
one hand the better to hold on with the 
other, and clutched the edge of the wagon 
with all his might. 
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HER ANSWER 
By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


She looked so smiling and so glad, 
It made me wonder why. 

But when | tried to question her, 
She laughed without reply. 


And so | knew I'd have to guess, 
For that's the way we do. 

I thought she'd won some kind of prize; 
She said it wasn't true. 


I guessed a letter came for her 
From someone far away. 

I guessed she got the highest grade 
In every class that day. 


1 thought she'd found a dollar bill 
That she was going to spend. 

“It's nicer than those things," she said. 
"Today, | made a friend.” 


The two steel-covered back wheels lurched 
from side to side as if deciding which way 
to roll, then went crashing into a green 
willow bush, leaving the wagon supported 
by only the two front wheels. Instantly the 
back of the wagon hit the ground with a 
crash that could be heard half a mile away. 

And the horses kept running. 

There has seldom been seen a more fright- 
ened boy or a more frightened team of 
horses than Joe and Daisy and Topsy were 
that afternoon, but the boy hung on. How 
could horses get so wild or run so fast! He 
felt so helpless. His arms and body ached. 
No sooner did he get a foothold when the 
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box would swerve and he would slip again 
and fall. He lost one of the reins, and 
whether he knew it or not, this was for his 
own good, since amid the flying dirt, stones, 
and dust he pulled on the one rein he held 
and caused the runaway horses to turn back 
toward the farm. 

The thought came to his mind, “I'll let 
go. I won't get hurt, for all I will do is roll 
to the ground.” But pride said, “Hang on.” 
He still wanted to stop the horses by him- 
self. 

Any little hole or bump caused the drag- 
ging end of the box to bounce and bump. 
It was during this ride back to the farm that 
the wagon hit something so solid that the 
wagon seemed to fly away from the earth. 
Joe felt himself sailing in the air, then 
smash against the wagon’s floor. 

Looking up he saw that he and his rig 
were almost back in the farmyard. Not see- 
ing well in the flying dirt and dust, he 
was not sure but he thought he caught a 
glimpse of his brother Gordon standing 
next to the barn. It was Gordon! He was 
going to try to stop the horses, and he was 
standing right in their path. Joe closed his 
eyes. 

Gordon, seeing that the wild horses were 
not slowing down, jumped aside. As the 
horses drew near, he leaped for the bridle, 
but being thrown off balance, fell to the 
ground. The next second the wild horses 
shot through the narrow barn gate. If Gor- 
don had held the bridle, he would surely have 
been crushed against the gatepost. 

Out to the cow pasture, and on through 
another gate, the wagon rumbled. Suddenly 
the old strawstack loomed ahead. Then the 
strangest thing happened. The horses, instead 
of running past the stack, ran around it. 
Round and round, slower and slower they 
went; the sky was spinning and it seemed 
to Joe that he was standing still. The soft 
straw made it very difficult to drag the wagon. 
Joe could hang on no longer. He let go and 
fell into the straw. He just closed his eyes 


and lay there. And the horses and the wagon @& 


never came round again. 

The next thing Joe knew he was being 
carried away from the stack. Father was 
not a big man, but to Joe he seemed the 
largest and strongest man in the world just 
then. 

Father laid him on the davenport and, 
after seeing that he had not been injured, 
left him to think over his ride. He knew 








the hardest part of the experience was yet 
to come. 

As he was lying there, Joe wondered why 
the horses hadn’t come around the straw- 
stack after he had fallen. He did not know 
that while they were going round and round, 
Father and Gordon had been running to 
the rescue. He did not know that Father 
had arrived just in time to stop the team 
from trampling him. It seemed so long ago, 
but he rememberd hearing Father scolding 
the horses. He remembered his older brother 
straightening the harness. He even remem- 
bered the time when he untied the reins 
back by the barn. 

During supper that evening, all was quiet. 
Not a word was said concerning the run- 
away. When Gordon finally did mention it, 
everyone had a good laugh, but no more 
was said. In later years the story of the run- 
away was never repeated to anyone when 
Joe was around, for Dad knew the shame 
and remorse Joe must have felt. He knew 
that he had learned a valuable lesson and 
that he had learned it from the greatest 
teacher, Experience. 





Hers for Keeps 
From page 15 


“A lovely little old lady by the name of 
Mrs. Bryan wants me to bring my family 
up to see her, so I thought today would be a 
good opportunity,” Mr. Jenson explained. 


“Visiting hours are at two o'clock, so we'll - 


have to go as soon as we finish eating.” 

Eddie and Kathy giggled as the elevator 
tickled their stomachs on the ride up to the 
floor where Mrs. Bryan’s room was. Rather 
timidly they preceeded their parents into 
the room where the sweet-faced little lady 
was lying on a high hospital bed. 

Mrs. Bryan fell in love with the children 
immediately, and before long she had won 
their hearts, too. 

Visiting hours passed entirely too quickly 
as Mrs. Bryan asked Kathy and Eddie many 
questions about what they liked to do best, 
and then told them all about her lovely 
home up in the mountains. Reluctantly, 
the children bade her good-by, but Mother 
and Daddy promised to bring them for 
another visit soon. 

That week as Kathy went happily about 

To page 22 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Bible Arithmetic 


By AMANDA SULZLE 


Joseph had how many sons? (Gen. 41:50.) 
And how many brothers were his? 

Add them together, then multiply 
By the chapters in Ecclesiastes. 


Subtract from this the number of words 
In Matthew 5, verse 3, 

Add the chapters Paul the apostle wrote 
In Second Timothy. 


Answer: 


Crossword Puzzle 
By LEONARD MITCHELL 


1. Son of Noah (Gen. 5:32). 
- _ meaning some time in the past (1 Sam. 


3. Cod talked to him from a bush (Ex. 3:4). 

4. Samuel thought this man called to him one night 
(1 Sam. 3:5) 

5. The man who was with Paul in the Philippian jail 
(Acts 16:25, 26). 

6. The sound of laughter (Ps. 35:21). 

7. How two men felt as they walked to Emmaus 
(Luke 24:17). 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


III-A Problem and How It Was Solved 


(JULY 20) 


MEMoRY VERSE: “But we believe that through 
the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ we shall be 
Saved, even as they” (Acts 15:11). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the problem and how it 
was settled in Acts 15:1-12 and 23-31. Go over 
the memory verse. Continue memorizing it every 
day when you do your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 


A Problem Arises 

Open your Bible to Acts 15. 

After their adventurous and strenuous mis- 
sionary tour, Paul and Barnabas were glad to 
stay for a time in Antioch. But trouble came up 
again. Look in verse 1 and see what caused it. 

The Antioch church was composed of converts 
from both Jews and Gentiles, and they lived and 
worshiped happily together until some over- 
zealous Jews came down from Judea and insisted 
that all the rites and ceremonies given them by 
Moses be observed by the Gentiles. They did not 
see that many of these ceremonies and rites had 
been given to help the Jews of past years to 
understand the purpose of the Messiah, who had 
not yet come. Now that Christ had come to 
earth and had offered Himself a sacrifice for 
sins, there was no need to observe these cere- 
monies. 

Paul and Barnabas tried to explain this to 
the members of the church in Antioch, but it 
just led to a lot of discussion and taking of 
sides. This was very bad for the church, and 
hindered its work. 

Finally the leaders hit on something that all 
thought was a good idea. 

Find in verse 2 what this idea was. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 188, par. 2; p. 189. 

THINK how disastrous it is for a church to 
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be divided in what it believes. 
Pray to understand clearly what the church 
stands for. 


MONDAY 


Paul and Barnabas Go to Jerusalem to Settle 
the Question 


Open your Bible to Acts 15. 

There was to be a general meeting in Jeru- 
salem, so Paul and Barnabas, along with others 
from the Antioch church, made their way 
through Phenice and Samaria. But even on their 


- travels they did not let missionary opportunities 


go by. Read in verse 3 what they took time to do. 

You can imagine the glad reunion at Jerusalem 
as apostles and elders and disciples met and ex- 
changed reports and news—just like a General 
Conference or camp meeting or rally of present 
times. Big crowds must have gathered around 
the delegates from Antioch as they told of the 
way the gospel had penetrated to far-off places 
such as Antioch in Pisidia, and the heathen 
cities such as Lystra. 

But another matter was subject for discussion 
too. In verse 5 find what this was. 

This was perhaps the most important subject 
on the assembly’s agenda. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 190, pars. 3, 4. 

THINK of the blessings brought by gatherings 
of God’s people in camp meetings, rallies, camps, 
ete. 

Pray for such gatherings in your own confer- 
ence. 


TUESDAY 


The Apostles Voice Their Opinions 

Open your Bible to Acts 15. 

The assembly listened as various ones stood 
up to say what they thought—the Pharisaical 
Jews saying that the Gentile Christians should 
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be made to observe all the ceremonies and rites, 
others protesting that it was not necessary. 
Besides the question of circumcision, which 
had worried the Antioch believers, there was 
the question as to whether it was right to eat 
meat that had been offered to idols. This meat 
was put up for sale by the heathen priests. 
Then they were bothered about the question of 
eating the flesh of animals that had been killed 
by strangling. God’s command in that respect 
was that all the blood should be drained from 
the animals the Hebrews used for food. When 
the animals were killed by strangling, the blood 
remained in them, and this made the meat less 
healthful. Then, too, some thought it was all 
right to eat dishes prepared with blood, as was 


popular in some places. 
Another question was one of social relation- 


ships. Some places had standards of behavior 
different from others. It was all very confusing. 

Suddenly there was a hush as Peter stood up. 
Read in verses 7 to 11 what he had to say. 

Yes, there was no denying it, the assembly 
had to agree, the Gentiles were as good as the 
Jews in God’s sight, and it was the grace of 
Jesus, not keeping of innumerable regulations, 
that saved the sinner. 

They felt this even more strongly after the 
next two speakers had had their say. Find in 
verse 12 who they were and what they told the 
assembly. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 191; p. 192, par. 1. 

THINK how wise it is to bring questions to 
the right place and people for open discussion. 

Pray for wisdom to settle difficult questions. 


WEDNESDAY 


The Chairman's Speech 


Open your Bible to Acts 15. 

After Paul and Barnabas had finished their 
speeches, the chairman took over. Find in verse 
13 the name of the chairman. 

He made a brief speech, showing that the 
giving of the gospel to the Gentiles was a ful- 
fillment of Scripture prophecy. 

“James sought to impress the minds of his 
brethren with the fact that, in turning to God, 
the Gentiles had made a great change in their 
lives, and that much caution should be used not 
to trouble them with perplexing and doubtful 
questions of minor importance, lest they be dis- 
couraged in following Christ. 

“The Gentile converts, however, were to give 
up the customs that were inconsistent with the 
principles of Christianity. The apostles and 
elders therefore agreed to instruct the Gentiles 
by letter to abstain from meats offered to idols, 
from fornication, from things strangled, and 
from blood. They were to be urged to keep the 
commandments, and to lead holy lives.”—The 
Acts of the Apostles, p. 195. 

In verses 19 and 20 read James's concluding 
remarks, 

Everyone was pleased as Chairman James 
summed up the conclusions to which the council, 
led in their thinking by the Holy Ghost, all 
agreed. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 194, pars. 2-4. 

Tuink how Christ’s prayer asking the Father 
that His disciples might be one, was answered 
in the way an agreement was reached in the 
council. 

Pray that on all matters of importance there 
may be unity in your church. 


When the council was over, the leaders gave a let- 
ter to chosen men to take to the church at Antioch. 





























































THURSDAY 


A Report for the Churches 

Open your Bible to Acts 15. 

One more thing remained to be done. Now 
that a decision agreeable to all the apostles, 
elders, and disciples at Jerusalem had been 
reached, they must let the churches, particularly 
the Antioch church, know of the decisions. In 
verses 22, 23 find the ways in which they pro- 
posed to do this. 

They gave a good recommendation for these 
men, and also for Paul and Barnabas. Find in 
verse 27 the names of the two men they sent 
with the letter. 

So the council was dismissed, and the apostles 
made the return trip to Antioch. They called 
all the believers together and read the letter 
to them. In verses 30 and 31 see how the report 
was received. 

And so was avoided what might have been a 
serious crisis and cause of division in the church. 
They had referred the matter to those in author- 
ity and to chosen delegates from other churches, 
had studied the Scriptures and sought the Holy 
Ghost’s guidance, and all were satisfied. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 195, par. 3; p. 196, par. 1. 

THINK how the members at Antioch were 
willing to give up their own ideas when they 
received the report. 

Pray to submit to the leading of the Holy 
Spirit, even if it means giving up some of your 
pet ideas. 
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FRIDAY 


Answering these questions will help you re- 
view the lesson: 

WHERE was the church in which the problems 
arose? (Acts 14:26; 15:1.) 

WHERE was the council to settle the problems 
held? (Acts 15:4.) 

Wuat were the problems? (Acts 15:1, 5.) 

Wuo was sent from Antioch to the council? 
(Acts 15:2.) 

Who presided at the council? (Acts 15:13.) 

Wuicu of the apostles made speeches? (Acts 
15:7, 12.) 

WHat agreement was arrived at? (Acts 15: 
19, 20.) 

WHOSE presence dominated the council? (Acts 
15:28.) 

How was the council’s decision made known 
to the churches? (Acts 15:23.) 

WHo were sent with letters to Antioch? (Acts 
15:27.) 

Look up the references to the questions you 
may not know. 

Are you sure of the memory verse? 





Hers for Keeps 
From page 19 


the daily routine, unknown to her, things 
began happening that would soon answer 
her prayer, for when Mrs. Bryan discovered 
that Kathy was about to have a birthday, 
she set at once to making some plans. 
These she confided to Daddy, who was more 
than happy to work with her. You see, up in 
that lovely mountain home of hers there 
was a beautiful piano that had belonged to 
her musician husband. She was reluctant to 
part with it, but she didn’t need it any 
longer; and since Kathy was praying for 
one, why shouldn’t she help God answer 
that prayer by giving it to Kathy as a 
birthday present? She was almost as joy- 
ful planning the lovely surprise as Kathy 
was going to be to receive it. 

Soon Mr. Jenson went on a trip up to 
Mrs. Bryan's place to check the piano and 
see about having it brought down. He was 
very pleased, for what he found was a 
beautiful mahogany upright piano in excel- 
lent condition. He made arrangements for 
having it brought home at the proper date, 
and returned home rejoicing at the wonder- 
ful ways God has of answering prayers. 


“Happy birthday, sister!” called Eddie as 
he tugged on her covers the morning of 
that long-to-be-remembered day. Then 
Daddy’s bass voice and Mother’s soft alto 
joined with little brother's in singing 
“Happy Birthday to You.” 

That afternoon found Kathy sitting on 
the floor almost buried under a mountain 
of wrapping paper and ribbons from the 
gifts her playmates had given her. But this 
wasn't the real reason for the sparkle in 
her eyes. Behind her stood the most won- 
derful gift of all—her piano. 

“And it’s hers for keeps, always,” 
explained to one of the little guests. 

Yes, Kathy did keep it always. She still 
has it, though not with her right now while 
she is away at college preparing for her 
nurses’ course. But when she’s home on 
visits, she loves to sit down at her piano 
and lovingly play the old familiar notes. 
Eddie and Kathy's favorite pastime is to 
play the trombone and piano together. And 
on Sabbath morning in the summer vaca- 
tion months, if you will peek into the 
cradle roll division, you will likely find 
Kathy accompanying the children as they 
sing their praises to Jesus, and her heart 
sings with them. 


Eddie 





The Emerald Ring 
From page 5 
not, they could never trace the rightful 
owner—so they said it was yours!” Mr. 
Andrews pulled a small bundle of bills 
from his pocket. “Here it is, Bobby—sixty 
dollars!” 

Bobby smiled and shook his head. “No, 
Dad, it belongs to all of us. You see— 
this He paused while his mother’s 
understanding eyes met his. “This is the 
answer to a prayer!” 











COVER PICTURE by Bob Taylor. Story illus- 
trations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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Bible Games 


FOR JUNIOR YOUTH 


BIBLE GROUPS also 
JOHN AND JUDAS GAME 


Here are two fascinating games in one, 
presenti an opportunity to learn 
some of the interesting facts about the 
Bible and yet find thoroughgoing pleas- 
ure. The same set of cards serves for 
two different games, both of which 
will help young people find pleasure 


in His holy day. PRICE, $1.00 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Juniors to play with 
younger brothers and_ sisters—these 
thirty sets of twin cards will _— 
instruction and entertainment for very 
young children by making them fa- 
miliar_ with some common _ words 
association of the words with 
the pictures that portray them. The 
first fifteen sets are for very young 
children, and the last fifteen sets are 
designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 

This little game consisting of 101 

i i cards with accompany- 

ing instruction and answer book pro- 

— interest in row facts. Some 
tii test the memory; some 

proveke thought. Profitable for Seb- 


alee PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 

A sea - lost = tongue, hapased 
, twenty worthless 

pola locate these refer- 

ences in the Bible? This attractively 


rinted card game affords suitable 
abbath diversion in finding Bible 


one PRICE, $1.00 


BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games 
that will afford many hours of ex- 
citing and instructional fun. Any num- 
ber up to twenty can play it, but the 
maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests 
one’s knowledge of Bible characters 
and one’s agility in spelling their 
names. It uses an interesting forfeit 


system. 
PRICE, $1.50 


BIBLE CHARACTERS GAME 


Conducted according to the rules pro- 
vided, it furnishes stimulating rivalry 
in acquiring a wide knowledge of Bi- 
ble personalities and in what books of 
the Bible a may be found. Educa- 
tional and devotional emulation are 
provoked in the family circle or church 
group when played intelligently. 


PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed 
to teach those who play it how to 
familiarize themselves with the relative 
a of the books of the Bible. 

evelops skill in turning quickly to 
any needed Bible text. Print on 
durable enameled stock, it consists of 
66 cards, one for each book of the 


Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 


Each game neatly boxed. Purchase a 
complete set of 7 2 and save $1.00. 
Regular price, $7.75. Special combina- 
tion price, $6.75. 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, WASHINGTON 12, D.C. 


ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
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KARI, the ELEPHANT, No. 11-By Harry Baerg 
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1. When Kari was caught on the narrow trail with 
the log rolling off and threatening to pull him down 
the cliff, he quickly turned around while the oozie 
jumped off and the harness slid over his head. 2. 
Later, when Kari piled the logs in the river bed to 





4. Normally, Kari was very gentle and obedient. 
His oozie carried a short pike, but seldom used it. 
He guided Kari by commands and by pressing behind 
his ears with his knees. 5. Every morning at sunrise 
Kari’s master would follow the chain trails till he 








be floated down in the rainy season, he was careful 
to nudge them in place properly. 3. As he grew older 
he was, like other male elephants, subject to fits 
of rage known as “musth.” At such times he had 
to be chained and fed by hand till it was over. 


eho ant 


"Wh. 
Sh > ss 
a 


p 
i 


found him in the forest with the other elephants. 
6. Elephants do not like to be disturbed rudely, so 
the oozie would talk to the elephant quietly for 
about ten minutes before commanding him to kneel. 
Then he would climb onto his neck and ride him out. 











7. Kari went to the river first. Here his master gave 
him a good bath and a brisk scrub. The young ele- 
phant enjoyed the timber work and the partial free- 
dom that went with it, but in time he was sold to 
an agent of the Indian Government. 8. His master 
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went with him, and one day while he was allowing 
him to feed, the wife of his new overseer called to 
the oozie, or mahout. Her two little boys wanted a 
ride. 9. Kari came and curtsied to them with his 
trunk, a salaam he had been taught by his master. 


